YERMA
[Pause. YERMA is seated.]
Did you take his supper to him?
YERMA: Yes.
[She looks at him. Pause.]
What have you here?
[She points to his face.]
VICTOR: Where?
YERMA [she rises and stands near VICTOR]: Here ... on your cheek.
Like a burn.
VICTOR: It's nothing.
YERMA: It looked like one to me.
[Pause.]
VICTOR: It must be the sun...
YERMA: Perhaps...
[Pause. The silence is accentuated and without the slightest gesture, a
struggle between the two begins.]
YERMA [trembling]: Do you hear that?
VICTOR: What?
YERMA: Don't you hear a crying?
VICTOR [listening]: No.
YERMA: I thought I heard a child crying.
VICTOR: Yes?
YERMA: Very near. And he cried as though drowning.
VICTOR: There are always a lot of children around here who come
to steal fruit.
YERMA: No, it's the voice of a small child.
[Pause.]
VICTOR: I don't hear anything.
YEBMA: I probably just imagined it.
[She looks at him fixedly. VICTOR also looks at her, then slowly shifts
his gaze as if afraid. JUAN enters.]
JUAN: Still here? What are you doing here?
YERMA: I was talking.
VICTOR: Salud!
[He leaves.]
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